[image: Title Page]




Copyright © 2026 Rebecca Donovan
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ASIN: B0GX2WXMCD
ISBN: 979-8-2958-6945-7

Cover design by Chloe Levy 
Proofread by Jovana Shirley, Unforeseen Editing 
Edited by Elizabeth Calawa
ALSO BY
REBECCA DONOVAN
What If
THE BREATHING SERIES
Reason to Breathe
Barely Breathing
Out of Breath
THE CURSED SERIES
If I’d Known/Knowing You (Parts 1&2)
Now I Know/What They Knew (Parts 3&4)




Dedicated to the Readers—
You asked for his story—every single day for thirteen years.
Love him. Hate him. He is yours.

Contents


Copyright


Dedication
Chapter One
  
Chapter Two
  
Chapter Three
  
Chapter Four
  
Chapter Five
  
Chapter Six
  
Chapter Seven
  
Chapter Eight
  
Chapter Nine
  
Chapter Ten
  
Chapter Eleven
  
Chapter Twelve
  
Chapter Thirteen
  
Chapter Fourteen
  
Chapter Fifteen
  
Chapter Sixteen
  
Chapter Seventeen
  
Chapter Eighteen
  
Chapter Nineteen
  
Chapter Twenty
  
Chapter Twenty-One
  
Chapter Twenty-Two
  
Chapter Twenty-Three
  
Chapter Twenty-Four
  
Chapter Twenty-Five
  
Chapter Twenty-Six
  
Chapter Twenty-Seven
  
Chapter Twenty-Eight
  
Chapter Twenty-Nine
  
Chapter Thirty
  
Chapter Thirty-One
  
Chapter Thirty-Two
  
Chapter Thirty-Three
  
Chapter Thirty-Four
  
Chapter Thirty-Five
  
Chapter Thirty-Six
  
Chapter Thirty-Seven
  
Chapter Thirty-Eight
  
Chapter Thirty-Nine
  
Chapter Forty
  
Chapter Forty-One
  
Chapter Forty-Two
  
Acknowledgements
Chapter One
 
Who do you keep looking at?”
I blink and turn toward Laurel with a forced smile. “What do you mean?” I return my attention to the field, hoping she buys my innocent act.
“Omigod! Run! Run!” Danika grips my forearm and jumps in the air. The crowd erupts, the cheers nearly deafening.
A player in our school’s white jersey sprints up the field, a defender right on his heels. I tense with anticipation, clamp my teeth and hold my breath—as if breathing might make him falter.
Danika screams when he crosses the goal line just as the defender tackles him. The referee raises his arms with a blow of the whistle, signaling the touchdown. I squeeze Danika, and we high-five the spectators surrounding us.
“I love it when he scores,” she says, her face beaming with pride. Her elation is contagious. It’s like she ran the forty yards herself; she’s so happy. Especially when everyone around her touches her shoulders in congratulations, the recipient of his praise.
When number eighty-two rises from the bench and straps on his helmet, I bite my lip.
“Really, Sadie? He’s the one you’ve been checking out all game? He’s been in maybe twice.”
I pretend not to hear her. I’m a terrible liar and shouldn’t be surprised Laurel saw through me. She sees everything. Even the things that aren’t really her business.
Laurel unrolls the program clenched in her hand and flips through the pages. “Jonathan Reeves. Senior. Six feet. Receiver. One hundred sixty pounds. How come he doesn’t have a picture?”
Because he had a black eye the day they took team pictures. I keep my eyes on the field and my mouth shut. Danika sips her drink.
I glance at her out of the corner of my eye. Laurel looks confused, her face twisted as she tries to place him. “Have I met him?”
“No,” I mutter, concentrating on Jonathan as he joins the huddle. “He doesn’t play much. Only when Oren needs a break and we’re up a couple touchdowns.”
“So, he’s not that good?” Laurel has a hundred questions. And a thousand opinions. I am doing everything I can not to feed her curiosity.
“No. Oren’s that good,” Danika corrects, coming to Jonathan’s defense while also hyping her boyfriend.
Laurel’s new to Hollis. I’ve been assigned as her peer mentor to acquaint her with the school. She’s a bit… judgmental. And gossipy. Considering she’s new, she has a lot to say about people she barely knows. But I haven’t had the nerve to abandon her. Maybe the need to talk about everyone is just a nervous, insecurity thing. I’m trying to like her… at least until she finds her true circle. Danika doesn’t even bother trying.
Jonathan jogs into motion just before the ball is snapped. He sprints upfield, easily outpacing the cornerback. But the quarter-back hands it off to the running back, who is tackled after gaining only a couple yards. My shoulders droop with disappointment.
They’re eating up the clock to claim the win. Jonathan probably won’t touch the ball this game, like most games. But it doesn’t keep me from anticipating the pass to him every time the ball is snapped. I know he’d catch it. Possibly even score, if given the chance.
With seconds left, the quarterback takes a knee to run down the clock. A player from the opposing side rushes across the line and shoves him, sending Jackson onto his back and bending his kneeling leg at an awkward angle.
Our players closest to the offender shove the guy. The referee blows the whistle. Guys on both benches rise and encroach the sidelines. There’s more shoving. Obscene shouts. A higher-pitched whistle.
My chest tightens when number eighty-two rushes into the mayhem, seeking out the player who took the cheap shot. Jackson is on his feet with the help of his teammates, the trainer by his side. He tentatively puts weight on the leg and nods his head. He’s okay.
Greenfield’s coach tries to get his guys off the field before shoves turn into punches. Jerseys are pulled, redirecting the players back to their benches. The mayhem has deflated the win. The band plays, and cheerleaders bounce around, but the crowd doesn’t respond with the usual enthusiasm.
Jonathan is back with his team on the sidelines. I breathe and unwrap my claw from Danika’s jacket. I grimace in apology. She offers a knowing smile. She gets it. It could just have easily gone the other way.
We slowly make our way down the stands, one agonizing step at a time.
“Are you coming with us, or are you waiting for Oren?” I ask Danika, holding my ground as I’m being squeezed from both sides.
“He’s going with the guys, so I’m coming with you.”
I feel Laurel looking over my shoulder. When I glance back, she’s scanning the field. I know she’s trying to find Jonathan. But he’s already jogged off toward the school. There’s a reason she hasn’t met him yet. I wish I hadn’t made it obvious tonight, but I guess I couldn’t hide him from her forever.
Whose party are we going to again?” Laurel asks from the back seat when we finally ease out of the game traffic and onto a residential road. We’re following behind a red pickup truck, creating a line of headlights heading to the party.
If the cops in town really wanted to know what we were up to, we’re easy enough to follow. They’re currently too busy directing traffic out of the school parking lot and can’t be bothered… until the neighbors call with a noise complaint.
“Ryder Daniels,” Danika responds, scrolling through her iPod to select music. The speakers blast with techno that makes it too loud for anyone to be heard. It’s intentional. Danika’s patience with Laurel’s questions is running thin. She’s stressed many times that she didn’t sign up to be an honorary member of the welcoming committee.
I’m waiting for Danika’s curt responses to sting, but so far, she’s kept her barbs hidden. Even though I’ve known Danika my entire life, we’ve only recently become close friends. She changed a couple years ago, and she’s made a point not to hold anything back—her thoughts, her feelings or her attitude. And I’m one of the few who appreciate her candor. Especially since it’s not a skill I possess.
I think that everyone deserves a chance. That we can’t judge based upon appearances, assumptions or even first impressions. But I get it. There’s a limit. Laurel’s not a bad person, really. But after spending the last six weeks introducing her to Hollis High, it’s become more obvious that she’s not our person. And now I don’t know how to ease her loose without hurting her feelings.
Danika types on her phone. Turning down the music, she reports, “Jaz and Darcy are leaving the school now. The football players are extra tonight. Guess some of the guys are already shotgunning beers. This party could get messy.”
“That’s good, right?” Laurel leans between the seats to contribute. “The last few parties have been so lame. I mean, why doesn’t anyone ever dance? They just stand around and talk.” She flops back with a heavy sigh. “I miss Brooklyn.”
Danika’s face fights for composure, contorting and tightening. I press my lips together to hide the smile.
“Last time,” Danika says to me. She takes in a deep breath through her nose to remain calm.
“I know,” I reply, getting it.
Every time Laurel talks about Brooklyn or compares us to her old school, Danika and I share a look. It happens a lot—at least three times a day.
Before Laurel can ask what we’re talking about, Danika turns up the music and starts bellowing along. I join in. We’re going to a party, after all… not in Brooklyn.
We’re only a couple hours north of the city, except we’re in the woods. And there isn’t much to do here other than sports and drinking. I mean, there’s more, but only if you make an effort. And Laurel is kind enough to remind us just how pathetic our town is. Every. Day.
We follow the line of cars into the driveway like a row of ants returning to the hill. If the neighbors didn’t know there was a party happening next door, they do now.
“Five dollars each,” the pimply-faced freshman demands at the door. Lowerclassmen aren’t allowed at Ryder’s parties, so he makes them work for the privilege of saying they were there.
“Are you serious?” Laurel looks offended.
“Keg money,” the kid drones as if he’s had to say this a hundred times already tonight.
“But I already paid Livvy for lemonades. Why am I paying for crap beer I’m not even going to drink?”
I hand over a twenty. “I got it.”
“That’s shit,” Danika proclaims, offering me a ten. “You’re driving. You shouldn’t be paying. We should pay for you.”
I decline with a shake of my head. “I owe you.” I glance at Laurel, who’s craning her neck to see who’s here.
Danika rolls her eyes. “True.”
Laurel pushes through with a huff, not bothering to thank me. But I’ve learned not to expect her gratitude—for anything. And I’m not one to demand it from anyone.
“We’re leaving her here,” Danika says, eyeing the back of Laurel’s auburn head with a curl of her lip. “I’m done putting up with your pet project. I can’t listen to her talk about Brooklyn one more time.”
I sigh. “Yeah. She… misses home.” I squeeze through a group who are determined to block the entryway, not caring that every person who arrives has to walk between them to get access to the rest of the house.
“People. I swear. They’re all assholes.” Danika elbows her way through to make her point, earning some colorful protests in return.
We just arrived, and I already want to leave. “Give it an hour?”
Danika nods.
I stand beside Danika in the keg line. “I can get you a beer if you want to walk around and see who’s here.”
“Why bother? I won’t be able to put up with anyone while I’m sober.”
By the time we each have a beer in our hands—I plan to give Danika mine when she’s done with hers—the football players have started to file in. The cheers and fist bumps announce their entry. They revel in the attention, hollering back with their arms in the air. Apparently, their win earned them free entry.
An arm snakes around Danika’s waist, and lips crash against her neck. She turns her head to intercept them, and I shift my attention to the pale yellow beer I’m babysitting.
“Hey, Sadie.”
“Oren,” I acknowledge, offering him the cup that he accepts without hesitation. Then his lips are latched back on to Danika’s as she runs a hand up his shirt. And that’s my cue to exit.
I navigate my way around a drinking game and more groups who pick the most obnoxious places to stop and talk before finally finding the back patio. Of course there’s a beer pong game going on, surrounded by heckling spectators. Further out in the small yard, I find exactly who I’ve been waiting for, seated on a pair of weatherworn Adirondack chairs.
I balance on the wide arm. “Finally. Ready to leave whenever you are.” I produce an exaggerated smile.
“Having that much fun already?” Collin says from the other chair. “Let me at least drink this flat beer I so generously paid for.”
“You didn’t pay anything.” I roll my eyes.
“Well, someone did. So, I shouldn’t waste it.” He sips the beer and cringes. “So worth it.”
A finger brushes against the side of my hand, and my entire body erupts with chills. I look down and grin. “Good game.”
“Yeah. The team played well,” Jonathan says with a chuckle.
“You got out there for four plays,” I argue, like they’re the only plays that mattered.
“You even had to take a shower after,” Collin adds, chuckling.
“Only because I didn’t take one all day,” Jonathan says. “What-ever. Just in it to stay in shape for swimming.”
“There you are! Are you trying to ditch me?”
I try not to reveal my internal oh shit reaction, but from the look on Collin’s face, he picked up on it. He scans Laurel, who I have yet to face and acknowledge. Deep breath. I shift on the arm of the chair and force a smile. “I thought you were with Livvy.”
“Just to get my drinks. You know I don’t really know anyone. That was so cruel, Sadie.”
“Sorry.” I’d mean it if it was the truth. She knows just about every person at this party and more about them than most who’ve been going to school with them for years. She made it her mission to get as much information about every student in our class. Especially anything salacious.
I wasn’t a great source of gossip. It’s not my thing. And I did everything to keep her from learning about the two I’m sitting with now.
“Oh, right. Of course you’re out here.” She eyes Jonathan with a raised brow. “She could barely stop looking at you all night. Now I understand why.”
My mouth drops. “Laurel!”
“What? Aren’t you together or something?” She’s completely ignorant of our stunned faces.
Jonathan shifts in his seat, away from me. A pang reverberates in my chest. I stand and shrug. “Laurel, this is Jonathan and Collin. Friends of mine. We grew up together.”
“Didn’t everybody here? There’s, like, ninety people living in this town. Surprised some aren’t dating their cousins.”
“Eleven thousand, but close,” Collin says conversationally. “Where are you from?”
“Brooklyn. Stuck here for who knows how long. How can you even stand it? All these ... trees? And, like, nothing to do?”
“Oh, there’s tons to do. You just have to have a little imagination,” Collin says with a playful wink. “There’s plenty of things to blow up. And cliffs to jump off.”
Laurel crinkles her nose like he’s the example of backwoods she’s been complaining about.
I stand, awkwardly stuffing my hands in the back pockets of my jeans since there’s evidently no one willing to touch them now. I purposely don’t look at Jonathan. Laurel picks up on the tension. Of course she does.
“Did I say something wrong? Are you guys, like, exes or something?”
“You say everything wrong,” Danika announces, coming up behind Laurel, holding Oren’s hand. “You have no filter. And you’re nosy.”
Laurel scoffs in offense. “Excuse me?”
“That sounds like a good idea,” Danika returns. “Why don’t you go scurry off? We’re done pretending to be your friends.”
Laurel blinks hard. She looks to me to defend her. “Danika, c’mon,” I placate, trying to get her to retract her claws.
“Sadie, it’s time. She needs to find her own friends,” Danika says, and I don’t know how to get out of this situation, so I look at the ground instead.
“I get it. I know exactly who you are, Sadie Prescott. Phony bitch.”
Someone rises to their feet behind me. Two someones. I watch Laurel’s eyes take them both in before she turns and stomps back inside.
“I don’t like her,” Collin declares. “She’s not nice.”
Danika laughs, and I try not to as I say, “That was horrible.” But the laugh still sneaks through. I turn to meet Jonathan’s dark gaze as he watches her disappear in the crowd. He glances at me, but not for long enough.
Hollering erupts inside. Deep, bellowing voices rise above the rest.
“Reeves! You better get in here,” a guy yells from the patio.
I step closer to Jonathan. “Please don’t. You know whatever it is, it isn’t good.”
Jonathan glances at Collin. He knows Collin’s with him, whatever he decides.
“Reeves! Players from Greenfield are here. Including the guy who took Jackson down. We need you, man.”
Jonathan steps past me and heads inside. Collin sighs. “Here we go again.” He looks back at me when I don’t move. “You coming?”
“You know I can’t watch.”
Danika follows after Oren, who looks excited to join in.
I lower onto the Adirondack chair and hug my knees to my chest, waiting for the fight to break out. And the sirens to follow. Just another weekend night in Hollis.
Chapter Two
 


I start walking to my car at the sound of the aggressive hollers, high-pitched shrieking and glass breaking. Just hearing the violence sets my nerves on edge. I flinch at every loud noise. I want to shrink in on myself and disappear. I’m not made for conflict.
A cherry-red glow slows my pace.
Jaz is lying on her hood against her windshield, smoking. She parts her red lips to let the smoke drift out in a lazy haze.
“Where’s Darcy?” I ask her, knowing one can’t be far from the other.
“Peeing.”
“Here!” I hear within the dark of the trees. The rustling of leaves and snap of branches follow as she fumbles up the slight incline. “Where ya going, Sadie?”
“There’s a fight,” I answer just as a girl’s cry chases us down the driveway.
“Dumbass boys. Can’t play nice.” Jaz slips off the hood of the car with grace and stomps the light out of the cigarette. “Guess that’s it then, huh? Going anywhere else?”
“Not planning on it.”
The girls enter the car and have it running in a matter of seconds. Jaz rolls down her window. “Text us if you do. Get out soon.”
She eases out of the driveway and races away.
I unlock my car door and enter in time to hear, “Cops are coming!” The faint whir of sirens drifts through the trees.
Those three words are like a fire alarm. The house explodes with movement. People rush out of every door and even a few windows, scrambling to reach a vehicle. Any vehicle.
Which is how I end up with four bodies diving into my car while I’m mid-three-point turn.
“Hey, Sadie,” Livvy greets me breathlessly from the passenger side. I’m about to tell her to get out when three more bodies plow into the back seat.
A text lights up my screen from Danika: GO.
I peel out of the driveway as headlights flood the dark.
“Where am I dropping you?” I ask Livvy since she’s the only one I know. The girl and two guys in the back are juniors. I recognize their faces, but can’t remember their names. She looks to them, questioning. They shrug.
I pull to the side as two police cars race by. They got here fast. Which means someone called them from the party—probably when the Greenfield players arrived. My guess is that it was Ryder so his place wouldn’t get destroyed in the fight. It’s not a very big house, and there were a lot of people in there. I don’t envy his cleanup or whatever his parents are going to do to him once the cops call them.
“My place,” she says. I nod.
Livvy lives on my street, so I’m pretty sure her jumping into my car was strategic. The others just followed because she’s still carrying a case of hard lemonade.
“Why were you leaving your friends behind?” she asks, like we talk all the time. She’s lived on my street my entire life, and this may be the most she’s ever said to me. She only ever started talking to me when Oren and Danika started dating because she and Oren are close.
“They’re okay,” I assure her.
“Sure,” she says like she’s not convinced that’s true.
I eye her faux pink fur coat and black leather boots and the lollipop she’s twirling in her mouth.
Livvy pulls down the visor and squeezes eye drops into each eye to soothe her bloodshot eyes.
Twenty minutes later, I flop on my bed with a dramatic sigh. Danika texted she was home and would call me tomorrow. So, I call the one person who I know will answer, no matter what time it is.
“How is he?” I ask as soon as Collin answers.
“I’m fine. Thanks for the love.”
“I know you’re fine.” I can’t hide my anxiety, knowing that Jonathan was probably in the middle of whatever happened inside Ryder’s house.
“It’s not guaranteed. You know that.”
I blow out an impatient breath. “Collin! C’mon. Is Jonathan okay?”
“He’s fine. Didn’t even throw a punch. It was too tight in there. Just words and shoving. He dropped me off a few minutes ago and is probably home by now. But you’d know that if you called him.”
“I can’t.” I did consider it, but then my stomach did a few somersaults, and I knew Collin was the better choice. He’s always been easier to talk to.
“Why am I the in-between? We’re all friends here. Why do I have to be the one sending messages between you two like we’re in sixth grade?”
“I don’t want to make it awkward.”
“Can it be any more awkward?”
Awkward is actually an understatement. I yank at the hair wrapped around my finger with a disgruntled breath. “I know. Sorry.”
“Something needs to give because you’re both driving me crazy.”
“He talks to you about me? What does he say?” I hold my breath in anticipation.
“Not going there. So, stop.”
“Fine.” I roll onto my stomach and stare up at the pictures of the three of us taped to my vanity mirror. “See you at Clara’s at ten?”
“Of course. Nite.”
I’m the first to arrive at the coffee shop and sit in our corner table in front of the window. The restaurant is buzzing with order dings, raised mugs to request more coffee and families chattering at their tables.
Within a minute, Collin and Jonathan are in their seats at the white-and-gold-speckled laminated table. Collin raises a hand to greet Clara, who is behind the counter, collecting payment from a customer.
“Good morning, sunshine,” she calls to him. “You’re a day early.”
“Aren’t you lucky?” Collin hollers back, making her laugh.
We usually meet at Clara’s every Sunday at ten. It’s become a ritual since middle school with very few exceptions. This week being one of them because I have to spend the day with my family tomorrow—not optional.
Jonathan has a nasty gash on his lower lip that I can’t stop looking at. I shoot Collin a look when he sits down. He gives me wide, confused eyes.
“I didn’t think you got into it with anyone last night,” Collin says at my silent insistence—stepping on his foot under the table.
“It’s from an elbow when we were leaving. During the mad panic when the cops were coming.”
“Oh.” Collin tries to look convinced, like maybe he remembers it happening. But I can still see the skepticism in the narrow of his eyes.
“Where’d you end up going?” Jonathan asks me.
“Home.”
“Which you’d know if you actually answered your texts,” Collin scolds.
Jonathan looks confused, then examines his messages. “Right. Sorry.”
I shrug, trying to play it off—unable to speak because that would definitely give away the tightness in my throat.
What am I doing? What are we doing? This is beyond awkward. And it shouldn’t be awkward. It has never been awkward between us. Okay, not never. But not like this. Not like it has the past six weeks. He barely looks at me now.
“I really am sorry.” A foot nudges mine under the table, directing me to meet his dark eyes, heavy with apology. “My dad was up when I got home, and it was… well, it wasn’t great. I have to inventory the garage today because he’s convinced I left the door unlocked.”
“Seriously. Why is Hal so paranoid?” Collin asks. “He really thinks someone’s going to randomly drive down your mile-long driveway just in case the garage door happens to be unlocked so they can steal tools that, you know, won’t make any noise while dragging them out of your garage? I don’t understand his brain.”
Jonathan’s dad has always gotten upset about the strangest things. We’ve never been able to make sense of it. Someone somewhere is out to get him in one way or another. Whether it’s poaching his customers, stealing his tools, or stripping parts from his construction sites. And Jonathan is always the one to have to put his warped brain back into perspective. If he’s not the one being blamed in some way.
“The regular for you three?” Clara asks, not bothering with her order sheet since we’ve been getting the same thing every Saturday morning for the past two years. That’s about as long as our breakfast favorite lasts until we switch it up. So, maybe I’m ready for a change.
“I’ll actually have the lemon waffle with a side of scrambled eggs and avocado and a celery juice.”
Everyone stares at me. Including Clara.
“What? My palate has matured.”
“Into a forty-year-old woman?!” Collin declares.
“Fine,” Clara responds, having to write this down. “Boys?”
“My regular normal breakfast platter, please,” Collin requests with emphasis, still eyeing me like he doesn’t recognize me. It’s not like it’s that much different than my regular. Granted, the lemon was once chocolate chips, and the avocado has switched with the bacon. And I’ve never actually had celery juice, but I read it’s really good for you, so why not? It’s probably much better for me than the peanut butter and chocolate milkshake with whipped cream I usually order.
“I’ll just have a coffee,” Jonathan requests.
“Why aren’t you eating?” Collin asks, voicing our suspicions once again.
“I already ate. My mom made breakfast this morning, and I couldn’t say no.”
“So? You’re always hungry. You can probably eat breakfast three times and still be hungry.”
Jonathan looks to Clara, who’s growing impatient by the second.
“Just coffee. Thanks.”
“Are you sure you’re alright?” Collin looks genuinely concerned.
He’s right; Jonathan always eats, no matter when. Maybe… he doesn’t want to order anything so he can leave as soon as possible and won’t have to continue sitting across from me.
Why am I having these paranoid thoughts? We’re fine. We’ll always be fine. No matter what. Even if he can barely look at me. Or speak to me. Or text me. I mean… we’re fine.
I collapse back against the chair.
No, we’re not. And it’s about time I fixed this, before I really do lose my mind.
“Looks like you found trouble again.” Officer Pratt seems to appear out of nowhere, looming over Jonathan. “You didn’t happen to be at that party on Floyd Lane last night, Jonathan?”
“Don’t know what you’re talking about.” Jonathan flashes him a glance, then sits back with his arms crossed.
Officer Pratt plants his hands on the table so he’s within inches of Jonathan’s face. Jonathan stares straight ahead, over my shoulder. I glare at Officer Pratt, hoping he can feel the penetration of my stare like laser beams. I’m pretty useless, I know.
“We’re investigating an assault. A member of the Greenfield football team, who happened to be at the party last night, ended up with a broken arm.” He pauses for a reaction that he doesn’t get. “Who gave you the fat lip?”
“I did,” Collin confesses. “Wrestling over the gaming remote.”
Officer Pratt eyes him like he’s only now realizing he exists. “I don’t believe you.” His attention falls back to Jonathan. “If I discover it was you, you’ll be finding yourself in the back of my car… again. And this time, you can’t rely on any technicalities to set you free. Especially since soon, someone’s daddy won’t be defending anyone.”
He stands and tips his hat to me.
“You may want to reconsider your company, Ms. Prescott. Don’t think affiliating with criminals will help your father’s chances.”
“Reggie, leave these kids alone. Your coffee’s waiting for you at the counter.”
Officer Pratt smiles politely at Clara and saunters over to pick up his to-go cup before leaving.
“What’s he talking about?” Collin asks.
“I thought you said he didn’t get in a fight,” I add, arms crossed. It’s not like Collin to lie to me. He tells me the truth, no matter what. That’s our thing. Even if what we have to say might hurt, we promise to always be honest.
They’re both looking at me.
“What?” Then it hits me. “Oh. Yeah. Guess my dad’s running for district attorney.”
Their eyes widen.
“I just found out yesterday.” I look between their shocked faces. You’d think I’d just told them we’re moving across the country. “What’s the big deal?”
“Um, one… where are we going to get a defense lawyer who charges in mowed lawns and painted fences? And two… your mother won’t let you within ten feet of us once he starts campaigning.”
“Well… don’t do anything stupid that requires a defense attorney. Hello? And my mother knows it’s a losing battle.”
Jonathan hasn’t added to the conversation. Not good. Which means he really thinks my dad running for this position will affect our relationship. And that’s the last thing I want him believing.
Which brings us back to the extremely obvious awkwardness.
“I’ve gotta get going. I’ll meet you at the garage once I’m done inventorying my dad’s stuff.” He actually looks at me. “Will you be there?”
“For a little while. I have to meet Danika this afternoon to work on the costumes. Then I have studio time.”
He nods and walks away.
“What the hell was that?” Collin asks, reading the situation perfectly. “He didn’t even take his coffee. His dad must be in extra prick mode.”
Or maybe I’m illiterate when it comes to reading Jonathan Reeves.
Chapter Three
 


I find Collin in the garage that afternoon, working on the midnight-blue Charger he and Jonathan have been fixing since freshman year. I’m convinced this car will never see the road, except from the bed of a tow truck.
Collin’s grandfather bought it for him as a project they could work on in the one-car garage on his property. Mostly, it’s a place for the three of us to hang out—despite the smell of oil and gasoline. It’s the easiest spot to meet since it’s located between us in the Bend—a section of town near where the river literally bends. Not exactly clever.
“Why is he lying?” I ask Collin as soon as I enter.
Collin looks up from under the hood. “You think he’s lying?”
“Don’t you?” I don’t try to disguise the frustration in my voice. I hop onto the work counter to adjust the radio to play something from the last decade instead of when our grandparents were in high school. It’ll only get switched back to the classic rock station when Jonathan finally shows. “How else did he get that cut?”
Collin stands and wipes his greasy hands on an already-greasy towel.
“I really don’t think he got in a fight after we left the party. And he would’ve told me if he broke some guy’s arm.” Collin pulls out a drawer in the tool cabinet and pushes items around in search of something that’s probably in a different drawer.
I lean back and swing my legs. “I know he didn’t break anyone’s arm. But he’s lying about something. He barely looked at us this morning.”
“He barely looked at you,” Collin corrects, his words aiming right for my gut—silencing me instantly. Collin realizes what he’s done. “Sorry. That was low.”
I shrug, suddenly finding the grease-stained floor fascinating.
“How come I don’t know this new girl?” He opens another drawer, finally finds the attachment he’s been looking for, and returns beneath the hood.
I sigh. “Because I’ve been trying to protect you from her since the beginning of school.”
“Protect me or protect her from us?” Collin comes around the car to lean against the fender across from me, twirling the ratchet around in his hand.
“Protect you. Trust me. I was assigned as her peer mentor. The more I got to know her, the more I tried to figure out a way to distance myself. She’s into everyone’s business. And the last thing I wanted—”
“Was for her to know about our business.” He nods, getting it.
“Exactly. I don’t trust her not to tell everyone. And it’s already complicated. So, until we can make it less weird, I’ve been avoiding you at school whenever she’s around.”
“Kinda noticed,” he says, his voice more hurt than I’m prepared for. “Thought it was because of Jonathan.”
And back to the dark, lion-shaped blob on the floor.
Collin sets the ratchet on the counter. “I forgot something… somewhere.”
I look up at the sound of a car door shutting just as Collin disappears out the side door. I can barely make out the person approaching through the clouded windows lining the garage door. But I’d know who he is, even in the pitch dark.
Forgot something, my ass.
“He needs caffeine already?” Jonathan asks as he shuts the door behind him. He walks over to the radio and switches the music back to the heavy guitar and screeching wails of the rock station.
Before I can jump off the counter, he’s in front of me, stepping close so his entire frame is between my legs. A shocked inhale catches in my throat, and his mouth is on mine. And he’s kissing me. His arms wrap around my lower back, and he tugs me against him.
I almost get lost in it. Almost.
Shoving my arms between us, I separate from him. Jonathan looks confused. Why does he look confused? I’m the one who’s confused.
“What’s wrong?”
“Uh… you tell me,” I rebut, crossing my arms.
Jonathan is genuinely perplexed. He studies me like he’s trying to read my mind. The exact same thing I’ve been trying to do for weeks.
“You don’t know?”
He shakes his head.
“Really?” He can’t be serious.
“Is this about last night? Because I swear I didn’t get into a fight.”
I groan in exasperation. “No! It’s not about last night. It’s about how closed off you’ve been since school started. I’ve been giving you space so you don’t feel pressured—”
“Pressured to do what?”
I want to strangle this boy. Kiss him. But also strangle him.
“To be seen together.”
“Oh.” But he still looks like he’s not following. “Are we not supposed to be seen together?”
“I… um…” I’m speechless. Because I don’t know if we’re supposed to be seen together or not. I thought that’s what he wanted.
He leans back against the car. “We’re friends. We’ve been friends for most of our lives. Why shouldn’t we be seen together now? What’s changed?”
I stare at him. “Friends?”
The silence is infuriating as I wait for him to expand upon the definition of our friendship. Because friends don’t kiss the way we just did and have been since this summer… whenever anyone’s not around. Which is why I’ve been avoiding being seen together.
My logic needs some re-evaluating.
Jonathan examines me like I’m speaking backward. “What’s going on?”
“I thought we were more than that. You know, since we started kissing and grinding against each other every chance we get.”
Jonathan laughs. “And you want everyone to know? You’re sure?”
“I mean, everyone’s known how I’ve felt about you since sixth grade when I’d turn bright red every time you looked at me. But… if you don’t—”
“That’s what that was about?”
“What did you think it was about?!” I narrow my eyes, examining him like he’s a fascinating and extremely clueless creature. “You really didn’t know?”
“Do you think I would’ve let six years pass before I kissed you if I had?”
My jaw releases, and I’m gaping like I’m gulping air. “You felt the same?”
He releases a heavy sigh. Maybe we’ve both been going about this all wrong. I thought we always understood each other. But apparently, we suck at it.
“Wow,” is the only thing I can say.
“Wow,” he repeats but with a hint of frustration.
“So, can we not be annoyingly awkward around each other anymore?”
“Awkward? I thought I was doing a good job at playing it casual.”
“Are you kidding? I was prepared for you to tell me this was over. That you wanted to go back to being just friends. And… I was kinda freaking out.”
Jonathan grins, dazzling me with his bright smile. “Really? You thought I’d end this?”
“Yes,” I huff in annoyance. “Why couldn’t you make eye contact, ever?”
His smile widens as he steps closer, setting his hand on my knee to uncross my legs. “Because if I looked at you”—he steps between my legs once again—“I’d want to touch you”—he grips my hips and thrusts me forward so I’m pressed against him. I let out a small yelp in surprise—“and I thought I wasn’t allowed to, and it was killing me.”
“Oh,” I barely utter before he’s kissing me again. And this time, I let him—and even reciprocate.
I’ve had a crush on Jonathan Reeves most of my life. I loved him before I knew what it meant. I tortured myself all through middle school and most of high school, wanting to be more than just his friend, but never wanting to jeopardize that connection. Because he’s my best friend, and that came before everything. Even kissing him. Which is hard to remember right now with his lips attached to mine, and my body tingling and pulsing, and maybe even throbbing a little.
I run my hand up his chest, and he pops away. That’s the sound our lips make when he suddenly disconnects.
A second later, the garage door opens, and Collin’s holding out a smoothie for me and an energy drink for Jonathan.
“Are we still awkward?” He shoots me one of his adorable, innocent but knows-he’s-not grins.
“Very,” I say, glaring at Collin. He could’ve waited, like, two more minutes before entering.
I hop down from the counter now that Jonathan has basically moved to the other side of the garage to give me enough space to do so and check my phone.
“I have to meet Danika. I’ll see you guys later.”
“When?”
The question comes out so quickly with just a hint of need, and it turns me around.
“I mean, are you around tomorrow?”
I smile gently at Jonathan. He really is trying even though he doesn’t need to in front of Collin. If there’s anyone who is absolutely fine with us being together, it’s Collin.
Then I remember what I’m doing tomorrow, and my smile deflates. “My dad is announcing his candidacy tomorrow, so I have to make an appearance at a bunch of events with my family. Sorry.” When I see the light in his eyes dim, I add, “Call me later?”
He nods, not uplifted by this request. We’re not great at talking on the phone. Collin and I can talk for hours. But calls with Jonathan are filled with more silence than words. And texting isn’t much better. We do talk. But it’s usually when we’re not expected to, and all a phone call is, is expected conversation.
Our friendship, and now our relationship, needs room to blossom slowly. Nourished with patience and a heavy dose of acceptance. I know this. I’ve had years to nurture it, hoping we’d flourish. Which is why I haven’t pressured him to make us public.
After this summer, I was the one who suggested keeping what was happening between us a secret. I cannot believe we spent the last six years as friends when we could have been so much more all this time. Anyway, I don’t want to add expectations to be more than we’re ready to be.
The crunch of gravel turns me around just as I reach my car. Jonathan jogs over to me. I look at him curiously. “What did I forget?”
Jonathan wraps his arms around me. “This.” Then his mouth is pressed against mine, and I forget how to breathe. It’s a gentle kiss, but it says everything we didn’t say to each other inside the garage.
We are together.
Jonathan inches away. He hands me my clutch because I forgot it on the counter. “I’ll call you tonight.”
I watch him walk back inside, the clutch dangling in my hand.
I mean, I’m pretty sure that’s what we decided. Didn’t we?
Chapter Four
 


I’m lying on our rock, overlooking the river. My wet skin is an eruption of goosebumps. The warm slab, baking in the sun, is a relief. A shadow interrupts the sun, and I instantly feel its absence. I squint my eyes open. Jonathan is propped on his hand, looking at me. Really looking at me, for the first time in my life. The way I’ve forever been looking at him.
“What?” I ask, not trusting that I truly see the glint in his eye.
“Today’s been fun.”
“Um, yeah,” I answer. My stomach is a fluttery mess. I’m hoping my fantasy isn’t distorting my reality. But he’s right. Today has been fun, cliff jumping in the river. Talking. Laughing. Having lunch on our favorite rock. It’s not because we never do this. We pretty much live here during the summer. But this is the first time it’s been just the two of us. Collin’s always with us. Which I love because I love him. He’s the other half of me in a way only a best friend can be. But today, he had to help his grandfather install new AC units, and that left just Jonathan and me.
And, well… something shifted. It’s like without Collin here to add his humor to every moment, we were left with the truth of what we could be. What I’ve wanted us to be. And I think—I hope—he sees it too.
The way he’s looking at me right now, he has to know.
I sit up. He doesn’t lean away to make space for me. He stays where he is, and we’re inches apart.
I look from his dark eyes to the water dripping from his mouth. His lips part just enough for air to enter as he inhales deeply.
I slowly lean in, giving him a chance to choose. To stop this before it happens.
He doesn’t. He meets me in the middle. Lip to lip. Breath to breath. His hand slides over my slick skin to the small of my back. Mine is pressed to his warm chest, his heart beating as quickly as my own.
We’re slow. Careful. Lips pressed together, pulling apart. Finding each other again. Then our mouths connect until we can’t breathe. I don’t need to breathe. Ever again if I can just stay here, captured in this moment for all time.
When we part, my eyes are reluctant to open, still convinced that I’ve fallen asleep on the rock and this is just another dream to add to the library of moments we’ve never shared.
He’s still in front of me when I blink back to reality. Grinning. “That was fun too.”
“Definitely.”
Why do you look like that?”
“Um… what?” I blink back to the mountain of pink and purple tulle covering my lap.
Danika raises her brows, setting down the costume she’s been bedazzling for the past half hour. “You’ve been weird for a while now. What’s going on with you?”
I bite my lip, debating if I should finally tell her. She’s going to figure it out eventually. I’m actually surprised Danika hasn’t already—but then again, she’s been pretty distracted with Oren since they started dating last month.
Danika’s the only person who knows how I really feel about Jonathan. Other than Collin. But he doesn’t count. He does. But not really because it’s like he’s a part of my brain at this point in our friendship.
“Jonathan and I kissed.”
Danika collapses dramatically to the side, splayed on the costume closet floor, lost in a mountain of tulle. “Finally.”
I roll my eyes.
“When did it happen?”
“This summer.”
Danika shoots up. “And you didn’t tell me? Why didn’t you tell me?”
“Because I wasn’t sure what it was. It felt… breakable. And I didn’t want it to shatter before I knew.”
“And? Did you kiss again?”
I nod.
“Is it still breakable?”
“I don’t think so. I mean, I think we’re together.”
Danika closes her eyes and shakes her head, like she’s conjuring her patience from somewhere deep within. “You two are the most frustratingly confusing people on this planet. You’ve been best friends for forever, but you can’t seem to talk about things that really matter.”
“That’s not true.” I’m defensive. Overly defensive. Probably because it’s true and I hate that it is. “We talk.”
“No. You and Collin talk. You and Jonathan feel.”
“And that’s bad?”
“Only that you don’t really tell each other how you feel. And that’s why when you finally express it with something as simple and meaningful as a kiss, it becomes breakable. Don’t you know communicating is the foundation for anything truly lasting? It’s the bane of every movie and romance novel—if only the couple talked, then there would never be a reason for all the misunderstandings.”
“Or for the story,” I add unhelpfully.
“Do you want to be a heartbreaking romantic tragedy that fractures because you refused to talk to each other?” Her voice is breathy and melodramatic.
“No.” And mine sounds like a petulant child. I’m sulking because I know she’s right. But how do I do this? Talk to him in a way that will make him want to talk back. Sounds pathetic when I think about it. In my defense, we’ve always had this connection without words. Words never felt necessary because we always just understood. But we obviously didn’t. Otherwise, we’d have been together six years ago.
Maybe we weren’t meant to be together then. Maybe that was when we would’ve been too fragile. And we needed these years to create this bond that can never be broken. Or maybe I’m unwilling to face the truth.
We need to talk.
“He’s calling me tonight.” I’ll just straight-out ask him if we’re a couple. I groan and flop back against the pile of repurposed dance costumes behind me. That sounds so stupid.
“Oh, wow. You’ve made so much progress.”
I startle back to sitting. Nina stands in the doorway of the costume room, appraising our work with a smile.
“We’re nearly done,” Danika reports, holding up her costume for inspection, making sure the gems are spaced evenly.
“This is wonderful. Truly.” Nina looks to me. I smile back. We offered to repurpose tutus for the upcoming showcase, and Nina loved the idea of promoting substantiality. I didn’t realize what I was committing to at the time. “The studio is free for you now.”
“Go ahead,” Danika tells me. “I’ll finish up here. There’s only a few left.”
I stand, stretching my stiff legs. “Thanks.”
“Call me,” Danika says before I can leave.
I nod and follow Nina into the hall.
“Place the key in the office before you go. You may be closing up tonight. Are you okay with that? The door will lock automatically behind you.”
“That’s fine,” I tell her, taking the studio key from her.
I’m already in my dance leotard, so I can take advantage of every second of studio time now that it’s available. I grab my bag from beneath the bench in the hall and say goodnight to Nina before entering. I inhale the scent of polish, hardwood and magic.
My shoulders naturally relax, and calm sweeps over me. Plugging my iPod into the audio outlet for the speakers, I select the playlist and begin preparing my feet to slip into the pointes.
I spend the next two hours in a blur of glissades, jetés and pirouettes. I requested an hour. But knowing I’m the only one here, I take advantage. I dance until my muscles burn with a blissful ache. And my skin is shimmering with sweat. I’m glowing with elation when I fold over my extended leg on the floor, my heart beating as fast as a hummingbird’s. Nothing makes it react this way. Well, almost nothing.
Jonathan’s never seen me dance. He and Collin have asked, but after being denied year after year, they stopped asking. It’s not that I’m embarrassed. When I dance, I’m transported. I live within the movements. Float between the notes. And if I knew Collin and Jonathan were sitting in the audience, I’m afraid I’d be so preoccupied with their attendance, I’d lose that magic. I’m too afraid to risk it.
That’s what I always thought about Jonathan as well, before we kissed this summer. I didn’t want to risk us. And I’m still deciding if that was the right choice. If it’s changed us too much. That’s not saying that kissing him is torture. Far from it! But we haven’t been the same since. And I miss how easy it was to be us.
Where have you been?” my mother asks before I can close the door.
“At the studio. I told you this morning.” I hang my jacket and drop my bag on the floor.
“But you were supposed to be home an hour ago.”
I falter in my steps when I see the elaborate table setup. Crap. I forgot we were having Dad’s partners over for dinner tonight, as a sort of send-off before his campaigning begins.
“Hurry up and change. They’ll be here soon.”
“I’m sorry, Mom. I completely forgot.” I sweep a quick kiss across her cheek as I bustle by, racing to my room.
I don’t have time to shower, so I wash my face, keep my hair in a neat bun on the top of my head and throw on a dress, not bothering with makeup. At this point in my life, having experienced way too many dinners, I know I’m just decoration. An accessory. Not more useful than a clutch purse. Something that makes the outfit, holds a few essentials, but doesn’t have any real function.
The two other partners and their wives are already in the sitting room with glasses of wine when I come back downstairs. As if my presence is the cue they’ve been waiting for, Magda whispers to my mother, who announces dinner’s ready.
Magda gives me a small smile, knowing what this is like for me. She’s been working for my family my entire life—actually before I was born. She knows everything. Or pretty close. I honestly wouldn’t want to know half of what she’s witnessed over the years.
“It’s so nice to see you again, Sadie,” Jocelyn says, her face tight and lips swollen from whatever treatment she recently had done. “You look so grown up. Makes me feel old.”
How does someone respond to a comment like that? No, you look amazing. Your plastic surgeon is a genius. I just smile politely in return. The less I say, the better. Silence is like wearing a cloak of invisibility. The clutch purse isn’t held all night. Eventually, it gets left on some table or stashed in a dark corner.
“I hope you don’t expect us to continue on with your pro bono cases, Eli,” Kenneth says with forced humor, but we all know he’s totally serious. “Heard the police are asking about Reeves again, something about breaking a kid’s arm.”
“It’s nothing for you to worry about,” my father answers and immediately opens his mouth to change the subject.
“You’ll need to make some new friends, Sadie, now that your dad’s going to be in the public eye,” Kenneth continues as if my father never spoke. “Don’t want to be associated with the unsavory clientele we represent.”
My mother covers her mouth to stifle a cough. A signal to my father to redirect the conversation immediately.
I swallow the food in my mouth. It’s lost all flavor. Every set of eyes is on me, except for my parents’. My stomach feels bottomless and swirling with nerves. I shouldn’t be surprised that they all know about Jonathan and Collin. They work together. But I guess, naively, I hoped my dad had protected the guys from being discussed in the weekly meetings. That it’s something he does because he cares about them as much as I do. And he believes they’re really not bad. They just have the worst luck. Always in the wrong place, pulled into the wrong situations a little too often. But now I know, it was never just between us.
“I like my friends,” I say with a note of cheer to let him know he can take his statement and shove it.
“As do I,” my father adds, giving me a wink. “More wine, Shamus?” My father picks up the bottle and tops his former partner off, effectively ending the conversation.
Chapter Five
 
I return to my role of invisible daughter for the remainder of dinner, until my mother finally gives me the nod of release. I excuse myself. Say all the polite things people utter when they depart and try not to speed walk out of the dining room.
I immediately change into sweatpants and a tank top, kicking my dress across the room. I let the irritation come out from where I stuffed it all through dinner and kick the shoes too. Who are they to judge anyway? They don’t know anything about my friends. The irritation has been overwrought by anger as I pace my room, grumbling.
No one gets to tell me who I can and can’t be friends with. Especially not an arrogant jerk who probably doesn’t have a sincere friend in his contacts. He can’t even keep a wife for longer than five years, this being his third. And I guarantee she’s only with him for the Botox. Okay, that was mean. Maybe she does love him. Or maybe he’s just lonely.
I flop down on my bed, my mini tirade exhausting me. I don’t do anger well. I end up feeling guilty for being angry even if the person deserves it. I’d make a horrible lawyer, regardless of my family’s legacy. I’ll let my brother fill those shoes. He was eager to declare prelaw with his acceptance to Columbia. Not quite far enough away.
A tap on my window flips me over, my heart skipping a beat.
Jonathan’s face comes into focus. I jump up and race over to the window as he begins to ease it open. I help push it up from my side.
“What are you doing here?” I ask frantically as he slips gracefully into my room. “They could have seen you.”
“They didn’t,” he says with confidence. “They’re in the… whatever that room is where there’s just furniture. I made sure.”
He closes the window before facing me with a smile. “Surprised?”
“Very.” My heart is still freaking out.
“Good surprise?” He inspects me like he’s afraid he over-stepped. I take a breath to release the flood of panic and smile. He takes this as an invitation to step close to me and wraps me in his arms, bending down for a kiss.
My arms are around his neck without hesitation. My stomach swirls, and my head feels light, like the drop off the top of a roller coaster. I let out a small squeak when he lifts me up, his hands under my thighs. He sits on my bed. I straddle him and peel off his jacket, our mouths never parting. I can barely feel the edge of the cut healing on his upper lip. It’s easy to forget that he’s injured when he kisses me like this. I think I could figure out how to do anything in life with him attached to me, the most proficient kissing multitasker. And if I can’t, who needs to do anything other than kiss anyway?
My fingers find his hair. His hands are hot on my back. I move ever so slightly, and our breaths falter. This is getting way too fiery, considering my parents and their guests are somewhere in the house. With great willpower, I pull away. My lips buzz, and my heart is a hummingbird once again.
“I can’t believe you climbed the tree to sneak in my room.” My words are breathy. I don’t mean them to sound sexy, but it’s hard to talk while still catching my breath.
“You do it when you sneak out, so I figured I could use it to sneak in.” He nuzzles his face into my neck, and I hold him close, my eyes drifting shut.
“Your room is kinda messy. That’s… unexpected.” He’s peering over my shoulder. I cringe.
“I’m not the neatest person. Thought you knew that.” I’m not outwardly messy. Just in the places I can hide it.
“I would never describe you as disorganized.”
“That’s different.” I lean back to look at him, running my fingers along the side of his head, through the soft buzz of hair. My thumb grazes his healing lip. “I’m organized because I’m messy.”
He laughs. I gently cover his mouth with my hand and snap my attention to the door. When I don’t hear anyone on the stairs, I take my hand away.
“Sorry,” he says in an exaggerated whisper, grinning wildly.
I consider asking him details about how he got hurt, but I don’t want to ruin this. I like the way he’s smiling at me right now too much to make it go away with a question he’ll never answer anyway. “You’ve never been in my room before, have you?”
Jonathan shakes his head. I didn’t realize that until now. I’ve actually never been in his house, come to think of it. He and Collin have been in the downstairs of my house, and we’ve all slept over at Collin’s. We usually hang out in Collin’s basement because his mom’s not home much since she works long shifts at the hospital. Even with my parents working long hours, Magda’s still here, so I’m never really alone.
“If I’d known you were sneaking in, I would’ve picked up.”
“Really?” he asks, not believing me. For good reason because I probably wouldn’t have. Or I would’ve just dumped everything in the closet. I shake my head. He smiles, reminding me how well he knows me.
“Well,” I say, sliding off his lap to sit on the bed, my legs still draped across his as I sweep my arm in a grand gesture, “welcome to my messy yet organized room.”
There are clothes tossed everywhere. Strewn across my floor, draped on the chaise and desk chair, and hanging on the doorknob to my closet.
I jump up to snatch the white cotton bra hanging from the doorknob and throw it inside the closet. Of course, by doing this, I’ve drawn attention to it, and Jonathan chuckles.
“I’ve seen bras before,” he teases.
“Oh, really? Whose?” Before he can answer, I take it back. “Don’t tell me. I can probably guess.”
“Umm… I didn’t mean it like that.” He laughs at me again.
I’m being ridiculous, and I know it. “Sorry. I’m just a little weirded out that you’re here, sitting on my unmade bed.”
“Is it ever made?”
“No.” I get within reach, and he’s pulling me back toward him. I collapse onto his lap and toss an arm over his shoulder. “Are you messy? I’ve never seen your room either.”
“I’m pretty much the opposite of you.”
“Right,” I say with a nod. “I’ve seen your truck. But I thought it was a car thing. You know, you dote on it like a trophy that needs continuous polishing. Then again, your locker’s pretty neat too.”
“Your locker’s a little chaotic,” he notes. “But… organized?”
I nod. “Guess we could never live together. I’d drive you crazy, tossing my things everywhere when I entered or undressed.”
“If you were undressing, I don’t think I’d mind.”
My cheeks burn, and he
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